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PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 



A CAT may look upoil a King ;** 
So fays the proverb ! and the proverb*s right ; 
For Monarch now is prov*d a human thing ; 
Although it lifts its nofe to fuch a height. 
The Lord's anointed is an antiqtie phrafe. 
Left out by Didlionaries of our days. 
King-making unto man is juftly giv'n* 
Once the great perquifite indeed of Heavn, 
I fay, a Cat may look upon a Kin^— 
But foreign Potentates iay, ** No fuch thing." 
SiciLiA*8 King, replete with right divine. 
Thinks he may hunt hit fubje£ts like his fwine ; 

B And 
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And other Continental Kings, befi 'e, 
For glory and blood-royal all agog, 
Think they may hunt a fubjedt like a hog : 

This mortifies of \i%fmall rogues the pride. 
What hurts me more, and both my eyes expands, 

And lifts with horror from my head, my wig, 
Thofe birth-pufF'd Kings of foreign lands, 

To common Chriftians, have preferrd the Pig I 



A dead pig, to be fure, is better eating 
Than a dead chriftian — handfomer for treating : 
But both alive — how diff'rent in their nature I 
Man furely is the much fublimer creature. 



Since Cat$ may look upon a King, I hope, 

* 

A Bard may write a letter to a Pope, 



Though 
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Though hand and glove with Heav*n — a. great connexion I 
Who deals for fouls, falvations from his wallet, 

As from their fliops, green-grocers, for the palate, 

Deal garden-ftulF of all complexion ; 
And fells a good fnug feat amidft the j(Ines> 
To any wicked Gentleman that dies 5 
As unto John, Sir Will, my Lord, his Grace^, 

Great Madam Scwhellenbbrgen gives a place; 
A cook-like Dame, who underAands place-carving, 
And (sLves/ucb worthy families from ftarving. 



So much for Prologue to my Pope's Epiftle; 

To which his Holinefs may cry, ** Go— whiftle."^ 

Perchance his Holinefs may alfo add, 

** P— 'X take me, Peter, if you ar*nt too bad : 



C( 



Dare 



e00060768W 



A-t. ,^ ^ 



',.•-/ 



VSO 



I. 35r 



■*» 



# r < ] 

What*s worfe too, threatens poor Loxetto's fhrihe, 

Where the good Virgin goes each day fo * fine, 

Threatens to tear the muflia from her head, 

And put the f cap of flannel in its ftead ; 

Where is th' Almighty's Man, the Church's hope. 

Prince of falvation, Peter's heir, the Pope ? 

O thou, the true defcendant of Saint Peter, 

In very anger, lo, I pen this metre ! 

There was a time when Popes behav'd with Ipirit— 

But nought, fave indolence, doft thou inherit. 

Go, ope thy churches, convents, all thy chapels^ 

Since Atheifm with the true Religion grapples ^ 
Think of thy Anceilors fo great of yore. 
And bid thy noble Bull as ufual roar ; 



Thejr 



• She has a dreis for eveiy day in the yean 
•f The cap of Liberty, 
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They whofb ftern looks could make an Emp'ror cowV^. 
And Kings like fchooltx>ys fhudder at their pow'n 
Moft dangerous are the times*— I fcorn to flatter- 
Then ope thy cataraSs of holy water j, 
Gather thy crucifixes, wood,, brafs, Aones;. 
Bid the dark catacombs diigorge their bones ; 
Create new regiments of Saints for fight ;. 
And chace the gathering gloom of Pagan night.. 
See * France againft her rightful Lord rebel I: 
And fee I her Satan banifli*d from, his hell I 
Blind wretch ! now juftly fufFring for her evil I. 
For what aoe. States, without a. King and Devil?? 
A pair fo fweetly fuited to controul 1 
Th* infurgent body, one; and' one, the foul. 
To thee (thy flaves) the Miracles belong ; 

As Mufic waits on Lady Mary's tongue9. 

Humility, 

♦ The Author here docs not mean to treat with unfeeling ridicule 
the fate of the unfortunate *Loui8, but merely to notice the extinction 
of Monarchy and ReUgion in France. 
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Humility on K , void of art 

As melting mercy bangs on B r*s heart. 

If marvels by thine anceftors were done» 

Why not performed, in God's name^ by the fon ^ 

As Becket, that good Saint, fublimely rode,. 

Thoughtlefs of infult, through the town of Stro&b^ 

What did the Mob ^ — Attack'^d his horfe's rump, 

And cut the tail fo flowing, to theftumpr 

What does the Saint ? — Quoth he> " For tMs vile trick, 

" The town of Strode fhall heartily be fick.'*^ 

And lo, by pow*r divine a curfe prevails 1 

The babes of Strode are bom with hordes tails t 

Lodg'd in the talons of a famifhM kite. 
And juft about to bid the world good night, 
A gentle Goflin on Saint Thomas calFd I 
At once the feather*d Tyrant look'd appal I'd ; 
Sudden his iron claw grew nerveleis, loofe, 
And dropp*d the fweet believing Babe of Goofe. 



Such 
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Such was the powV of Saints, though dead and rotten , 
By thee (one verily would think) forgotten : 
Then> prithee, do at once thy bed endeavour, 

As all the Saints are wonderful as ever. 

Saint Dunstan can*d the Devil, the ftory goes, 

And pinched with red-hot tongs the. Imp's black no(e— - 

In vain he fwore, and roar'd, and danc'd about" 

Sore was his back, and roafted was his fnout. 

The pow'r he boafted, to his bones are giv'n : 

Such is the gift of Saints, when lodg'd in Heav'n. 



Hear with what blafphemy this France behaves! 

f 

** Rome, I defpife thee : all thy Popes are knaves ; 
** Thy Cardinals and Priefts the earth encumber — 
<* A vaunt the Sainti, and all fuch holy lumber I 

D " Chop 
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** chop off their heads ; away the legs and toes 5 

** Away the wonder-working tooth and nofe: 

** Away the wonder-working eyes and tears, 

** The vile impofture of a thoufand years! 

** Calves heads, pigs pettitoes, perform as well, 

** Raife from the dead, and plagues and devils expel. 

*' Saint Genevieve no longer is divine— 

** The wife Parisians mock her worm-gnaw'd fhrine ; 

** Whofe coffin planks that could fuch awe infpire, 

** May go to light the kitchen-wench's fire. 

" Saint Jail, Saint Whip, Saint Guillotine, Saint Rope, 

** Poffefs (we think) more virtue than the Pope. 

** My woolcomber, my fadler, and my hatter, 

** No more Saint Blaize, Saint James, Saint Saviour flatter 



cc 



My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier, 



" My fifhmonger, my butcher, baker, currier, 
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And 
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** And eke a hundred trades befides, no more 

" Bow to thofe marvel-mongers, and adore*. 

" Hang.w^," the Barber cries, " if Tm the fool 

** To trim for nought the Virgin Mary's poll! '*"• 

" Burn me,'* cries Crifpin, " if I don't refufe 

** To find the Gentlewoman in her fhocs !" 

" Curfe me," the Mercer cries, " If / give gowns, 

** To be the laughing-ftock of all our towns I 

" Damn me," the Hofier roars, " if 'tis not ihocking, 

" That I fliould give the woman's legs a flocking I 

** And why," the linen man exclaims^ " a pox, 

" Should I, forfooth, be forc'd to find her fmocks ? 

<< No more (hall bumpkins near the altar place 



" Fair veal and mutton, for th' Almighty's grace ; 



(C 



Grace 



* Every trade has its Saints. 
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" Grace to increafe the loves of bulls and rams, 
" And make more families of calves and lambs ; 

" No more fhnll capons too for grace be fwapp'd. 



(C 



By pricfts ador'd, and in a twinkling. fnapp*d. 



** My bumpkins, once fuch fools, think wifer now, 



«i 



That God without tJoeir aid can blefs the cow, 



** With due fertility the poultry keep, 
** And kindle love fufficient for the flieep. 
" On their pad folly with amaze they ftare, 
" And mock the folemn mummery of pray'r ; 
" No more on Anthony's once hallow'd fcaft 
" The horfe and afs (hall travel to be bleft ; 

" Mo more fhall Hodge*s prong and fhoveJ ftart, 
" Boot, faddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and cart ; 
•t No more in Lent fliall wifer Frenchmen ftarve. 



" While God affords them a good fowl to carve. 



" Heav'n 
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Away with fafts — a fool could only hatch *etn — 
Frenchmen, eat fowls, wherever you can catch *em. 

** Let not the fear of hell your jaws controul— 

" A capon (truft me) never damn'd a foul. 

** Heav'n kindly fends to man the things man choofes ; 

*' And he's an impious blockhead who refufes. 

** Melt all the bells to cannon with their grace ; 

» 

** And, *ftead of Demons, let them Auftrians chace. 

I 

** Away with relicks, holy water, oils, 
** At which Credulity herfelf recoils 1 
" Lo, Kellerman's and Custine's gun-clad pow*r 
Will do more wonders with their iron fhow'r. 



« 



«* Than all the Saints and crofles of the nation, 



« 



Since Saints and erodes grew a fooliHi fafhion. 



*^ Let crucibles and crucifixes join^ 

*•*' And filver Saints perform their feats in coin \ 



€( 



Make 
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** Make a good rubber of the Virgin's wig — 

" Out with her ear-rings, and the Dame unrig j 

" Sell off her gowns and petticoats of gold I 

" A piece of timber need not fear the cold. 

" Out with the Priefts, to luft's wild frenzy fed, 

" Who put the bridegroom and the bride to bcd^ 

<* One eye to Heav*n with fandity applied, 

" The other leering on the blufhful Bride ; 

" Who loads her in hot fancy with careiles, 

" And cuckolds the poor bridegroom as he bleilbs) 

** Perifti the mafles for a burning foul, 

" That never yet extinguifli'd half a coal I 

" No more for fins let pilgrims vifit Rome — 

" Th* Almighty can forgive a rogue at home. 

*• Strike me that purgatory from our creed— 



'* Heav'n wants not fire to clarify the dead. 



" Break 
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** Break mc old Januarius's bottle 5 

# 

*« And let Contempt the old impoftor throttle ! 
" A truce to pray'rs for Saints in Heav'n to hear— 
** 'Tis idle — fioce not one of them is there. 
** Away with benediftions— canting matter! 
'* A hotrepond is as godd as holy water. 

** Unveil' the Nuns, and ufeful make their charms ; 
" And let their prifon he a Lovers arms. 



« 



I fcout your Porter Peter anid his keys. 



** That ope to ev'ry rogue a Pope {hall pleafe; 
** Avaunt the inftitutions t\\2Ji' enfiave I 

** The man who thought of marriage was a knave; 
" Rais'd a huge cannon againft human blifs, 
" And fpoirdthat firft of joys, the rapt'rous kifs ; 
** Delicious novelty from Beauty drove, 

<* And made the gloomy ftate the tomb. of Love; 



CI 



To 
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*< To d jfcord turmng what had charm d the ear : 
** Converting Burgundy, to four finall-beer. 
" Thus from his bright domain a Sun is hurl'd, 
" To gild a pin-hole, that ihould light a world, 

I 

ft 

" Exulting Reason from -her bondage fprings, 



*** Claims Heav*n's wide range, and fpreads her eagle wings ; 
•" While Superstition, lodg*d with bats and owls, 
"^* With Horror, aid the hopelefs maniac, howls.** 
Thus erieth France I 



Thus Infidelity walks bold abroad, 
And, *ftead of Faith, the Cherub, fee a toad! 
Such is th* impiety of France, alas I 
And {hall fuch blafphemy unpunifli'd pafs ? 
No 1 — for the honour of Religion, rife, 
And flafli convidion on their mifcreant ^^tu 



The 
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The French are devils— devils — downright devils ji 

In heavenly wheat, accursM deftrudive weevil* I 

Abominations \ atheifls, to a man ^ 

Rogues that convert the £neft flour to brati ; ' 

In Vice's drunken cup for ever guzzling ; 

Tuft like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuzzling.. 

I know the rafcals have a fln in petto ^ 

To rob the holy Lady of Loretto ;. 

Attack her temple with their guns, fo warrifhi 

And thruft the Gentlewoman on the parifli— 
A Lady all fo graceful, gay, and rich. 
With gems and wonders lodg*d in every ftitch. 
Heir of Saint Peter, kindle then thine ire, 
And bid France feel thy apoftolic fire ; 
Thii^k of the quantity of facred wood 
Thy treafuries can launch into the flood ; 

F What 
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what fhips tlic holy manger can create 1 
At leaft a dozen of the largeft rate — 
And, lo, enough of fweet Saint Martha's hair. 
To rig this dozen mighty (hips of war. 
Our Saviour's pap-fpoon, that a world adores. 
Would make a hundred thoufand pair of oars. 
Gather the ftones thatltnock'd down poor Saint Stephen, 
And fling at Frenchmen in the name of Heav*n ; 
Bring forth the thoufands of Saint Catherine's nails, 
That ev'ry convent, church, and chapel hails— 
Por florms, uncork the bottled fighs of Martyrs, 
And blow the rogues to earth's remoteft quarters. 
Such relicks, of good mother Church the pride, 
How would they currycomb a Frenchman's hide I 
Son of the Church, again I fay, arife, 



And flafli new marvels in their finner eyes ; 



With 
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With teeth and jawbones on thy holy back, 

Thumbs, fingers, knucklebones, to fill a fack; 

With joints of rump and loins, and heels and toes, 

Begin thy march, and meet thy atheift foes : 

Struck with a panic (hall the villains leap. 

And fly thy prefence, like a flock of flieep. 

Thus fliall the Rebels to Stj^ Religion yield. 

And thou with holy triumph keep the field. 



Thus in Jamaica, once upon a time, 
(Ah I well remembered by the man of rhime I) 
QuAKO, high prieft of aH the Negro nation, 

And full of Negro faith in conjuration, 

Loaded his jackafs deep with wonder-bags 

Of monkeys teeth, glafs, horfe-hair, and red * rags ; 



When 



* Thefe little bags are called by the Negroes, Oiia, and are fuppofed 
to be poflefled of great witchcraft virtues. 
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when forth they march'd — a goodly, folemn pace, 

To pour dt:ftru(flion on the Chriftian race y 
To fend the hufbands to th' infernal fhades, 

Hug their dear wives, and ravifli the fair maids ; 

To bring God Mumbo Jumbo into vogue. 

And fandify the names of wh — and rogue I 

By Fortune's foot behold tl)^|jpheme disjointed ;. 

And, lo, the Black Apostle, diiappointed I 

But mark I this difference, to the world's furprife^ 
Between your Holiness and Quako lies :• 
O'er France (no more an unbelieving foe. 
Who bought thy reliqucs, and ador'd thy toe) 
Divine dominion fhalt thou ftretch, O Pope> 
While lucklefs Qua kg only ftretch'd — a rope» 



Where is the Prieft that cannot curfe a rat, 
A weafel, locuft, grafshoppcr, and gnat ?— 



If 
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1^ journeymen can curfe the reptile clan^. 

The mafler certainly can curfe a man^ 

Father of Miracles, then ftir thy flumps. 

And break the legs of Sin, that takes fuch jumps ;, 

Fall not upon thy face, and cur-like yelp ; 

And, panting, panic-ftricken, cry — " God help !'*^ 



.iV» 



To {how that pray'r alone will not avail. 
The Mufe (hall iinifli with a well-known tale*. 



The WAGGONER and JUPITEEL 



i 






A LUCKLESS waggon roird into a flough- 

Clod fcratch'd his head, and growFd, and knit his brow;; 
But what avail'd it ?— Faft the waggon lay- 

G Now 
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How Clod imagin*d, like an idle lout, 
A prayV or two might help the pris'ner out ; 
Thea unto Jupiter he howl'd away. 



** How now I you lazy lubber I'* cried the God — 
** Glap to the wheel your fhoulder. Matter Clod ; 

** And (mind me), let your horfes be well ilogg'd.**< 
Clod took th' advice, exerted all his ftrength : 

The waggon mov'd, and movM ; and, lo, at length. 
Forced from the quagmire, on again it jogg*d. 



Such is the fimple tale, O man of God I 
Go thou, and imitate the bumpkin Clod. 
I do not call your Holiness a lubber ; 

But let me tell thee, in an eafy way, 
Contrive with ikill this game of Saints to play j 
Thou*lt beat thy anceftors> and win the rubber. 



ADVER- 
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ADVERTISEMENT to the READER. 



^uji as I bad Jinijl^d my Epijile^ it Jlruck me that his Holinefs kept a 
bad boufe at Rome — Marvelling Reader^ nothing lefs than a large 
B-wdy Houfe, from which he derives an immenjity of impure 
emolument : fo that this great Son of the Churchy God*s Vicegerent on 
earthy taxes female Jlejh^ winks at fornication ^ and confequently promotes 
the caufe of carnality. Thus is a great commandment broken^ and 
lafcivioufnefs become fanSlioned by the Succejbr of the Apojlolic 
Peter* From this fad circumjlance probably the Bone^ Wood^ and Metal 
Condu3ors of Miracle, like the EleSric Machine in foul weather , will not 
anfwerfo welly and confequently a difappointment may attend the experi- 
ments. The Bard therefore wijhing the Moral Hemifphere to be as clear as 
pojjible, very properly addrejfes a pair of reprimanding Odes to bis Holinefs 
§n tbi occafion^ infanguine hopes of a reformation. 



ODE. 



L E T me confefs that Beauty is delicious : 

To clafp it in our arms, is nice — but vicious : 
That is to fay, unlawful hugs— carefles 

Which want thofe bonds which God Almighty blefles, 



I do 
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I do not fay that we fliould not emhrace : 

We may — but then it fkould be done with grace .* 

The flefli fhould fcarce be thought of^ — there's the merit t 

Sweet are the palpitations of the fpirit I; 



Pure are indeed the kifles of th* upright ; 
So fimple, meek, and fanfbified, and flight ! 

Good men {o/ofify prefs the virgin lip I 
But wicked man ! what does he, carnal wretcK^ 
With all his horfe-like pafHons on full ftretch ?' 

The mouth, fweet cup of kifles, fcornsto^ 



But with the fpicy nedar waxing warm^ 
The knave gets drunk upon the pouting ch^m ;; 
Seizes the damfel round tlie waifl fb handy ; 

And, as I've faid before, gets drunk, the beafl,. 
Like Aldermen, the guttlers at a feafl : 

For Ladies' lips are cherries fteep'd in brandy, 



' I 



The 



Tbe flaxen ringlets, and the fuelling bread ; 
The cheek of bloom ; the lip, delightful neft 

Of balmy kifles, moid with rich defires j 
The burning blufhes j and the panting heart ; 
The yielding wiflies that the eyes impart, 

Oft' in our bofom kindle glafs-houfe fires. 



/ 



Oh I fhun the tempting nets that Satan fpins I 
The higheft pleafures are the deepeft fins I 

Woman's a lovely animal, 'tis true— 

Too well, indeed, the lawlefs pafiions know it r 
Unbridled rogues, that wild the charm purfue. 

And madly with the fey the of ruin mow it 

Thus giving it of death the wicked wound- 

< 

A tender flow'r ftretch'd fweetly on the ground I 

f * Ware lark," the Sportfman to his pointer cries ; 

Defigning him for partridge— nobler game. 

H 
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As the fouFs partridge is the ikies, 
" Ware girl,*' ftiould Piety exclaim. 



Bleft is the flmple man by virtue fway'd, 
Who wifliful burns not for the blooming maid ; 

Whofe pulfes calm as fleeping puppies lie ; 
Who ruflieth not to prey upon her charms, 
Full of Love's mad emotions, mad alarms, 

Juft like a famifli'd fpider on a fly, 
That in the tyrant's claws refigns its breath, 
Unhappy humming till it fleeps in death. 



Bleft is the man who marks the cherry lip, 
And flgheth not the nedar'd fweets to fip. 
Nor prefs the heaving hills of pureft fnow ; 

Who marks the love-alluring waift fo taper. 
Without one wifh, or pulfe's fingle caper. 

And to his hurrying paflions cries out, ** No 1 



« Stop: 
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** Stop, if you pleafe, young imps, your hot career, 
•* And fliun the precipice of fate fo near ; 
** Draw in, or, with the horfes of the Stin, 
** You drive, like Phaeton, to be undone. 



O Pope, I've heard that, when a Friar, 
(And Fame, in this, is not a liar) 

« 

Thou oft didfl fmuggle beauty to thy cell. 
And, ftead of flogging thy own flnful back, 
Didft give a fweet Italian girl the fmack — 

TYicfmacks indeed of Love that lead to Hell ! 



And lo, thou ilnner, Pope, inflead 
Of counting ev'ry facred bead. 

Thou wickedly didft count the damfel's charms : 
Inftead of clafping the moft holy crofs, 
Such was of fandity thy lofs. 

Thou fqueezed'ft mortal limbs amid thy arms : 

Inftead 
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Inftead of kifling the moft facried wood, 
Lo, were thy lips defil'd by flefli and blood, 



• \ 



Inftead of pfalmody, the fkies to greet. 
In finful catches didft thou deal, and glee y 
And lo, to put the angels in a fweat, 

\ 

Thou dandled'ft the young harldt on thy knecj 
Singing that wanton fong of ihame,, 
" A lovely lafs to a friar came !'*' 



Inftead of begging gracious Heaven,, 
For all thy fins to be forgiv'n. 

Ready wert thou to manufadure more !! 
Thy paflions, ev'ry one a mutineer, 
Juft like a caik of cyder, ale, or beer, 

Fermenting, frothing, friiking, foaming o*er« 



The 
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The fongs of harlots to thine ear, 

So full of witchery, were dear, 

And bofom of deiire that hook*d thine eye ! 
Dear as an execution to a Judge, 
A well-known wight who feems to grudge , > 

Life and enjoyment to a fly ; 
Who fond of hanging, robs the very, cats, 

* 

And on a gibbet mounts his captive rats 
And moles. 
To look like dangling men and maids, poor fouls t 



Inflead of loudly crying, ** Let us pray, 
Thou in thy twilight cell fo fnug, 

Didft to an armfull of rich beauty fay- 
In whifper foft, " Bettina, let us hug,'* 



Inflead 
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Inftead of turning upwards thy two eyes 
Devoutly, for a blefling from the fkies ; 
What was thy moft unhallow'd adion ? Oh ! 
Vile didft thou caft thofe eyes on things below. 



ODE II. 



1 HE world was never wickeder than now — 

Wedlock abus*d — her bond pronounc'd a jail ; 
A wife caird vilely * ev'ry body's cow, 
* A canifter, or bone to a dog*s tail I* 
What dare not knaves of this degenerate day. 
Of marriage, decent hallow*d marriage fay I 

« 

" Wedlock's a heavy piece of beef, the rump ! 
" Returns to table, hafli'd and ftew*d, and fry*d> 
** And in the ftomach, much to lead ally'd, 

" A hard unpleafant undigefted lump : 



•c 



But 
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•* But fornication ev*ry man enjoys— 
" A fmart anchovy fandwich — that ne'er cloys 
*•* A bonne louche men are ready to devour—^ 



cc 



Swallowing a neat half dozen in an hour. 



" Wedlock," they cry, "Js a hard pinching boot,, 
** But fornication is an eafy fhoe — 
" The firfl won't fuit ;. 
" It won't do. 



" A girl of pleafure's a light fowling piece-^ 
" With this you follow up your game with eafe;. 

" That heavy lump, a voife^ (confound her I) 
** Makes the bones crack, 
•* And feems upon the fportfman's breaking back,. 

** A lumb'ring eighteen pounder. 



« One 
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** One is a fummer-houfe, fo neat and trim, 
" To vifit afternoons for Pleasure's whim ; 

" So airy, like a butterfly fo light ; v. 

** The other ^ an old caftle with huge walls — 
** Where Melancholy mopes amid the halls^ 

" Wrapp'd in the doleful dufky veil of Night.'* 



Then, Pope, on fornication turn thy back : 
Oh, let it feel the thunder of attack I 

Mod dangerous is this habit, Sir, of finning : 
Hang all the Bawds ; for where's a greater vice, 
Than taking in young creatures, all io nice ? 

And yet to them, 'tis merely knitting, (pinning- 
No more I 

J 

9 • 

Although the innocent is made a wh— -. 



With 
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With juft as mvich. fang'froid^ as at their (hops 
The butchers fell rump-fleaks, or mutton-chops. 

Or cooks ferve up a fiih, with (kill difplay*d, 
So an old Abbefs for the rattling Rakes, 
A tempting difh of human nature makes, 

And dreiTes up a lufcious Maid : 
I rather ihould have faid, indeed, /^ffdrefles, 
To pleafe a youth*s un(andified carefies. 



' Thus, in the pra£Uces of flefhy evil, 
They're off upon a gallop to the devil ; 
Yet deem themfelves, poor dupes, cockfure of Heav'n— • 
As though Salvation could to bawds bo-giv'n, 
To jades encouraging thofe rebel £u'es, 
Pepper'd propenfities, and fait dedres ; 

K Curs'd 
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Curs*d by the Biblie^ if we truft tranilators ; 
Which fayeth, " Woe be to all fornicators !** 



At Rome, each hourj are horrid actions done I 
By thee approy'd^ thou dar'ft not, Pope, deny x 

Yes, yes, the lawlefs places are well known. 
Where youth for yenalpleafures madly fly, 

Bargain for beauteous charm, and pick, and cull it. 

As' at a Poulterer*8 Betty turns a pullet. 



I like examples of a wicked aft— 

Take therefore, Reader, from the Bard a fad. 

An old Procurefs groaning, fighing, dying, 
A rake-hell enters the old Beldame*s room — 
" Hae, mother I thinkipg on the day of doom ? 

** Hae — dam* me, flabb'ring, whining, praying, crying? 

c( Well 
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** Well, mother I what youDg filly hafl thou got, 
" To give a gentleman a little trot ?'* . 



^* O Captain,' pray, your idle nohienfe cea&> 
*' And let a poor old foul depart in peace I 

(< What wicked things the dev*l puts in your head ! 
<< Where can you hope to go^ when you are dead }** 



m * 

** How now, old Beldame ? — Ihamming Heav*n with 



<( 



praying I 



(( 



Come, come, to bus*nefsJ*— don't keep foch a braying- 



** Let's fee your ftufF — come. Beldame;, fhow your waie-— 



(C 



Some little Phillis, fre{h from country air.'* 



** O Captain^ how unpioufy you prate I 
** Well, well, I fee there's no rcfifting fate j 



c« 



GOy 
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" Go, go to the next room, and there*s a bed- 



« 



And fuch a charming creature in*t — fuch grace I 



<* Such fweet fimplicity ! and fuch a face ! 



<( 



Captain, you are a devil — you are, indeed. 



*' I thank my flars that nought my confcience twits ; 



.) 



cc 



which to my parting foul doth joy. aiFord j 



* O Captain I Captain I what, for nice young TitSy 

# 

" What will you do, when I am with the J-tOrd ?'* 



REFLECTION. 



Such was the faA I thus was this Bawd perfuaded, 
Heaven's mafly door would not be barricaded ! 
Sure, in her mind, that Peter would unlock it I 
Thus had her foul thy pailport in its pocket. 
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though the Author las /a /cverefy refirimandeJ His Holiuebb for Bis 
incontinency, he^ with the utmoji cakdour^fuJpeSteth bis own frailty. 

9 

ODE TO INNOCENGE. 

O Nymph of meek and bluQiful mien. 
Lone wand'rer of the rural fcene, 

Who loveft not the city's buttling found, 
But in the flill and ilmple vale 
Art pleas'd to hear the Turtle's talc, 
^ *Mid the gay minftrelfy that floats around ! 



Now on the bank, amid the funny beam, 
I fee thee mark the natives of the ftrcam, 

That break the dimpling furface with delight j 
Now fee thee pitying a poor captive Fly, 
SnappM from the lov*d companions of his joy, 

And, fwallow'd, fink beneath the gulph of night. 



Now 
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Now fee thee, in the humming golden hour, 
Obfervant of the Bee, from flow'r to flowV, 

That loads with varied balm his little thighs. 
To guard againft chill winter's famifb'd day. 

When rains defcend, and clouds obfcure the ray. 
And tempefls pour their thunder through the ikies. 



V 



Now fee thee happy, with the fweeteft fmile. 
Attentive ftretch*d along the fragrant foil ; 

Beholding the fmali myriads of the plain, 
The pifmires, fome upon their funny hills. 
Some thirfty wand'ring to the cryftal rills. 

Some loaded bringing back the fnowy grain ; 



So like the lab*ring fwains, who yet look down 
Contemptuous on their toils and tiny town I 



Now 
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Now fee thee playful chace the child of Ipring^ 

The winnowing Butterfly with painted wing, 

That bufy flickers on froin bloom to bloom ;, 

Purfuing wildly now a fav'rite Fair, 

Circling amid the golden realm of air. 

And leaving, all for lovCy the pea's perfume* 



Now fee thee peeping on the fecret neflr. 
Where fits the parent Wren in patient relt j 

While at her fide her feather'd Partner fings ^ 
Chaunts his (hort note, to charm her nurfing day;, 
Now for his loves purfues his airy way^ 

And now with food returns on cheerful wingsi 



PleasM could I fit with thee, O nymph fo fweet, 
And hear the happy fl^ocks around thee bleat ;, 



And 
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And mark their flapping fports along the land i 
Now hear thee to a fav'rite lambkin fpeak. 
Who wanton flretches forth his woolly neck. 

And plucks the fragrant herbage from thy hand. 



Thus could I dwell with thee for many an hour.t 
Yet, fhould a rural Venus from her bow*r 

Step forth with boibm bare, and beaming eyt^ 
And flaxen locks, luxuriant rofe-clad cheek, 
And purple lip, and dimpled chin fo fleek, 

And archly heave the love-feducing figh ; 



And <:ry, " Come hither, f\yain— be not afraid ; 
«* Embrace the wilJ^ and quit xktfimph maid**— 
I verily believe that I fhould go : 



Yet, 
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Yet, parting, fhould I fay to thee, " Farewell-— 
<* I cannot help it— Witchcraft's in her cell— 

" The Passions like to be where tempefts blow- 
** Go, Girl, enjoy thy fifh, and flics, and doves; 

** But fufFcr me to giggle with the Loves** 



Thus {hould I ad^excufe me, channing Saint : 
An imp am I, in Virtue's caufe (o faint ; 

Like David in his youth, a lawlefs fwain I 
Preferring (let me own with blufliing face) 
The ftorms of Passion to the calms of Gracb ; 

One ounce oifkafure to a pound oi pain. 



,-»■ •■•'■ 



THE END. 
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